NO    MORE    PEACE

(Enter ST. FRANCIS.)

ST. FRANCIS.   Ah, good evening.

NAPOLEON.   Good evening, Francis.

ST. FRANCIS.   How hot it is!   How smoky!

NAPOLEON. The Dunkelsteiners are burning
down their cornfields. In my time, it was the
enemy who destroyed one's crops. Strategy has
changed.

ST. FRANCIS. But this is terrible ! To destroy
God's bread !

NAPOLEON. That happens often enough in
peace-time. Bread is cheap! It is not called
God's bread any more.

ST. FRANCIS. And yet thousands starve every
year. (Looks over edge.) Do you know, I believe
the fire-brigade is stopping the people who are
extinguishing the flames.

NAPOLEON (looking too). There you are. The
war's in full swing. They're having the hell of a
time.

ST. FRANCIS. Wait. The people will soon
come to their senses.

NAPOLEON. Nonsense. You've lost your
bet.

ST. FRANCIS. I have committed a more deadly
sin. I have unleashed the dark forces of the
human soul.

NAPOLEON. And look. The only real pacifist3
a girl, is in prison. See?

ST. FRANCIS.   Poor child.
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